be a huge success on Broad\vay.

Candle-Light marked my first appearance in America in a
legitimate play, and I was both excited and terrified. On the
first night I had a cable from Noel, who was, as usual,
going around the world on a tramp steamer.

LEGITIMATE AT LAST, DARLING.    WON'T MOTHER BE
PLEASED?

My pride knew no bounds when Gilbert Miller hung my
portrait in the Empire Theatre with those of Doris Keane,
Helen Hayes, and Ina Claire.

No one apparently, not even Bert, had any inkling that
the autumn of 1929 was to be the end of an era.

I began to get the idea that money flowed in without
restrictions or with very little effort on my part. When I re-
membered how hard I had worked to earn fifteen shillings
a week just ten years back, it seemed incredible that I should
be earning thirty-five hundred dollars a week in the theatre.
Not to mention my paper profits in the market. Of course
I had no idea of it at the time, but I was to be one of the
victims of the boom years. It was to be a long, hard time be-
fore I was to acquire a realistic attitude towards money.

Sometimes, when I had gambled successfully in the
Street, I would remember poor Dad and his pathetic, ever-
hopeful efforts to back a winner. He was still playing the
horses. Mother shook her head over it, but whenever I was
in England Dad and I would get together. He would
confide to me his choice for the next Derby or the Man-
chester Handicap, and prove to rae that his horse was sure
to win. We were partners. He still considered Mother the
most remarkable woman in the world. He would tell me